

J Yorkshire Tragedy. 

Enter tbre$\GentlemenJoearing him. 

i.Gent. Still do thefc loathfome thoughts iarre on 
your tongue. 

Your felfe to ftaine the honour of your Wife, 

Nobly difeended jthofe whom men call mad, 
Endangers othcrs.but bee’s more then mad 
That wounds himfelfe,whofe owne words 
Do proclaime it is notfir,I pray forfake it. 

i.Gent,Good fir,lct modefty reproue you. 

3.£?<?^.Lethoneftkindnesfway fo much with you. 

tf#.God den, I thanke you fir,how do you ? adieu, 
I am glad to fee you, farwell Inftru&ions, Admoniti- 
ons. Exeunt Gent. 

Enter a feruant . 

W«/.How now firrha,what would you ? 

Set. Onelyto ccrtifie you fir, that my Miftriswas 
met by the way, by them who were lent for her vp to 
London by her honourable Vncklc, your Worfhips 
late gardian. 

Huf. So ltr,then fhe is gone,and fo may you be, 
But let her looke that the thing be done (he wots of. 
Or hell will ftand more plcafant then her houfe at 
home. Exit feruant. 

Enter a Gentleman. 

GentMVtW or ill met, I care not. 

Huf. No nor I. 

Gent. I am come with confidence to chide you. 

H-a/Who me ? chide me . ? doo’t finely then, let it 
not moue me, for if thou chidft me angry, I/hal ftnke, 

Gent. Strike thine owne follies, for it is they 
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TVferue to be well beaten ; wee arc now in priuate, 
Thet’s none but thou and I, thou art fond & peeuifb. 
An vneleane ryoter,thy landes and creditc 
Lie now both ficke of aconfumptton, ^ 

I am forry for thee; that man fpends with ihamc. 

That with his riches doth confumc his name, 

And fuch art thou. 

Gent^oxhou (haltheareme further. 

Thv fathers and fore-fathers worthy honors, 

Which were our Country monuments, our grace. 
Follies in thee begin now to deface , 

The fpringtime of thy youth did fairely proonfc 
Such a moft fruitfull fummer to thy friends 
Itfcarfe can enter into mens belecfes. 

Such dearth fhould hang on thee, we that lee it. 

Are forty to beieeuc it : in thy change, 

This voice into all places will be hurld : 

Thou and the dioell has deceiu'd the world. 

Hof. lie not endure thee. 

Gent. Hut of all the worft. 

Thy vertuous wife right honourably allied, 

Thou haft proclaimd a ftrumpet. 

//rt/Nay then I know thee, _ , 

Thou art her Champion thou, her priuate friend, 

The party you wot on. 

Gent. Oh ignoble thought, 

I am paft my patient blood ,fhall I uand idle 
And fee my reputation toucht to death. 

H»/.This has galdc you, has it i 
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